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what's wrong wi 
this picture ? 
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ffHERE ARE ?4 
MISTAKES IN THIS 
PICTURE. SEE HOW 
MANY YOU CAN FIND 
AND SCORE YOURSELF. 
IF YOU FIND IO MISTAKES' 
YOU ARE FAIR- RND 16 
AND YOU ARE GOOD. 
FIND ZO AND YOU ARE 

VERY GOOD. FIND 
24 AND YOU ARE 
EXCELLENT. 
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*THE TIN CAN TELEPHONE* 





' 



\N THE NEXT 
'ROOM.., 











TINKER, YOU CAN'T FOOL ME. THOSE 
ARE JU9T OLD TIN CANS I 






TINKER, WE COULD ATTACH THE 
TELEPHONE FROM YOUR HOUSE 
TO MINE I THEN W£ COULD TALK 
TO EACH OTHER ANY TfME WE 

WANTED! 





^ I'LL FASTEN THIS END 
UP IN MY ROOM. YOU GO 
BACK THEN FOR A 




OH, DEAR] THERE'S THE DOORBELL] 
I'LL JU5T SET THIS VA5E DOWN 





YES, MOMMY. TINKER 
PUT *T UP BO WE COULD 
TALK TO EACH OTHER. 



WELL ; YOU CAN 
TELL TINKER TO 

TAKB IT DOWN 

RIGHT AWAY! NOW 
GO SBE WHO THAT IS 
RINGING THE DOOR BELLI 







WHAT KEPT YOU/5UNNY? I'VE BEEN RINGING ) 
AND RINGING! WE'RE GOING UP TO NORTH < 
LAKE THIS AFTERNOON FOR THE WEEKEND. A 
TINKER 15 OUTSIDE. ASK HIM IF HE CAK GO .' 

TOO. WE'LL HAVE A PICNIC. *S 




THANK YOU, DADDY! 

MAY TINKER AND I 

GO SWIMMING ? 



HAV5 YOU BEEN 
A GOOD GlSL. 
SUNNY ? 






ALL THAT RAIN WE HAD THIS SPRING MADE 
THE LAKE DAM OVERFLOW-- 

WEAKENED IT! 




TINKER, I'M KIND J 
OF- SCARED! J 



AWW, SUNNY, 
P-D-DON'T BE 
SC-SC-SCAREDi 





THERE'S NOBODY UP 
HERE THIS TIAAE OF THE 
YEAR. !T LOOKS BAD. 
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DADDY, COULDN'T 

YOU UOHT A 

FIRE? YOU KNOW I 
— SMOKE SIGNALS, 
LIKE THE INDIANS 
USED TO MAKE? 



WHAT'S THE 
MATTER, DAODVf 
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A 
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(GULP;- NO MATCHES! I 
LEFT THEM BACK AT THE 

COTTAGE! AND I CAN'T GO 
BACK! THE WATER WILL 
500N RISE AND WASH 
AWAY THE ROAD! 



i\ 






HERE DADDY/ TAKE MY 
MAGNIFYING GLASS. THE 
SUN 15 STILL SHINING. 

I'VE SEEN TINKER'S 
BOY SCOUT LEADER 
START A FIRE 

THAT WAY-^^J 
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SUNNY, YOU'RE 
A GENIUS! 







SOME M/LE5 AWAY JN A FOREST RANGE? 
~ LOOKOUT POST... 





■ 



THANK HEAVEN! F0RE5T 
RANGERS 1 WE'RE SAVED! 








SAAA-THEY LOOK 5CAR§D! JT CANT HEAR A 

THEY'RE TRYING TO TELL j^ WORD! THOSE 

US SOMETHING — x-*^V RUSHING WATERS 
BUT WHAT? J KK MAKE TOO MUCH 

NOISE! 



<? 



DADDY, USE TINKER'S 
•TELEPHONE. YOU CAN 

WEIGHT ONE OF THE 
CANS WITH A ROCK 
AND THROW IT ACR055 

THE RIVER! 
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SUNNY-YOU'RE 
A GENIUS TWICE 
OVER! LET ME 
HAVE THAT 
THING! 
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|ffiy/g7> 5EC0NQS LATER- J f 







BUT WE FORGOT 1 TINKER'S \) 
TELEPHONE! y ^ 







DON'T WORRY, 5UNNY! YOUR FATHER A 
WILL TAKE CARE OF THATi I'LL MAKE/ 

TELEPHONi"*" m " 






Sunny asked tinker to explain 
how the tincan telephone 15 made - 
in ca5e any of the b0y5 and girls 
who read the story wanted to ^ake 
one -and tinker obliged. here are 
his directions... 
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1 ASK YOUR MOTHER TO SAVE TWO CANNED- 
SOUP CANS, AFTER THE SOUP HAS SEEN 
USED, THE TOPS OF THE CANS SHOULD BE 
COMPLETELY REMOVED -PREFERABLY BY A 
MECHANICAL OPENER LIKE THE ONE 
SHOWN HERE -BECAUSE THE 
EDGES OF THE CAN SHOULD BE 
5M00TH, NOT JAGGEI 
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2. WITH A SMALL NAIL, PUNCH A Jr£TLf 

HOLE IN THE CENTER OF THE BOTTOM OF 

EACH CAN. THE HOLE SHOULD BE JUST 

BIG ENOUGH TO LET A STRING PASS 

THROUGH IT AND FIT SNUGLY 

AGAINST THE TIN. 
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,3. TAKE ABOUT 30 FSBT OF STRONG LIGHT STRING 
-FISHING CORD IS PERFECT. PUSH ONE END OF 
THE STRING THROUGH THE HOLE IN THE BOTTOM 
OF ONE CAN, AND MAKE A BIG KNOT INSIDE 
THE CAN - SO THE STRING WON'T PULL 
OUT DO THE SAME WITH THE OTHER 
END OF THE STRING AND THE 
OTHER CAN. 



jfttiv 3 * 



4. YOU AND A FRIEND EACH TAKE A CAI 
STAND APART THE FULL LENGTH OF THE STRING. THE 
STRING MUST BE STRETCHED TIGHT BETWEEN 
THE TWO CANS OR THE TELEPHONE WONT 
WORK. SPEAK INTO ONE CAN WHILE YOUR 
FRIEND LISTENS WITH THE OTHER CAN. 
TAKE TURNS SPEAKING AND LI5TEN;, 
IPS, NOW YOU HAVE YOUff OWN 
TIN CAN TELEPHONE i 







INTRODUC/NC, 
HSR GANG... 

MUNCH 
TILLY 



coocv 

ANP 

TINKER 
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UNCLE TEDDY'S 
TERRIBLE TEMPER f 



&NCLE TEDDY DIDN'T UKE 

KIDS! IMPOSSIBLE ? THAT'S 
JUST WHAT SUNNY SUNBEAM 
AND HEP PRIENDS THOUGHT. 
TOO — AND THEY DID SOME- 
THING ABOUT IT* 





YOUR UNCLE TEDDY HAS 
BEEN HUNTING LIONS 'N 
AFRICA FOR THE LAST 
TEN YEARS, SUNNY.' HE'S 
WOffLO- FAMOUS/ 

OH DEAR! JUST LOOK 

AT THIS HOUSE— IT'5 

A MESS! 
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UNCLE TEDDY WENT TO 
AFRICA WHEN HIS GREAT 
ROMANCE BROKE UP AND 
RUINED HIS 

' " POOR UNCLE 





NOTHING CAN C^EER HIM UP.' HIS 
RUINED ROMANCE SOURED HIM ON 
LIFE. HE'S THE MOST TERRIBLB 
GROUCH IN THE WORLD! OH, 
WHATtL WE DO ? - 




L^SUT REMEMBER- 
HE'5 FABULOUSLY 
I WEALTHY' 




EH? OH-OH, YE5 — AND 
I'M HIS ONLY RELATIVE! 
HE'LL LEAVE ALL THAT 
MONEY TO MB! 











/PARKER! UNLOAD THAT 
/ EQUIPMENT IN THIS ROOM 
[ AND GET OUT.' I MUST 
I HAVE SILENCE — 
V A8S0LUTE QUIET.' 





NO, QON'T GO YET— I'VE 
CHANGED MY MIND.' GET INTO 
THE KITCHEN AND PREPARE 

MB SOME OF MY SPECIAL 
AFRICAN TEA FOR MY 
TBBRIBLE HEADACHE/ 
QUICK I DOUBLE 
TIAAEt 

H-H-HELLO, 
UNCLE 
TEDDY... 
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EH? 0H,VE5-MY NEPHEW.' HMMM 
— A LITTLE BIT OF FRESH AIR 
AND EXERCISE WOULD MAKE A 
MAN OUT OF YOU 

YOUNG FELLOW | 



I-ER-AH 
-VESSIR! 






... AND WHEN I LOSE MY 
TEMPER — IT BRINGS ON MY 
MALAR/A! TAKE HE* 
AWAY] fAKE HEP AWAY/ 






SO YOJ SEE, IT'5 JUST BECAUSE HE'S 
LONELY. EVER SINCE HIS GREAT ROMANCE 
BROKE UP* HE'S SEEN GROUCHY AND HE 
JUST CANT STAND KIDS... j 




NOBODY KIN NOT STAND KIDS! KIDS ARE GOOOE 
KIDS ARE SWEET— LIKE Mffj ANYBODY WHO 

SAYS KIDS ARE ROUGH IS GONNA GET A BUST 
IN TH' N05E FROM ME, PERSONAL! 




I AAAKE A MOTION- THAT WE ALL GO DOWN 
TO SUNNY'S HOUSE RIGHT NOW AND CH££P 
UNCLE TEDDY UP. WE'LL SHOW HIM JUST HOW 
NICE KIDS CAN BE— AND THEN HE. WON'T BE 
- GROUCHY ANYMORE.' 







TSK-TSK1 HOW DISMAL.' 
THEGE'5 TEA ALL OVER 
YOUR 8RAND NEW SUEDE 

SHIRT AND BREECHES, 







WHEN. ..I. ..GET BETTER... I'M GETTING... 
OUT... OF THIS ...MADHOUSE... AND I'M 
CUTTING Y0I/...OUT OF... MY WILL, 

NEPHEW! 









IF UNCLE TEDDY'5 DESPERATELY 5lCK, HE 
NEEDS DOCTORS AND NUR5E5 QUICK! OR 
HE MIGHT DIE! IT'S OUR JOB TO SAVE HIM! 
LET'S GO, GANG! 













WHERE'S THE HEAD NUR5E? WHERE'S THE 
HEAD DOCTOR? WHERE'S EVERYBODY? WEVE 
GOT AN EPIDEMIC! 
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OF COURSE HOT, TEDDY- VOL) 

WEPE THE ONLY MAN FOR ME 

ALL THE TIME.' 

OH, TEDOY — 

TEE HEE! S AND YOU WERE 

THE ONLY WOMAN 
FOR ME, EM/V\ELINE| 
-MAYSE WE CAN 
START ALL OVER 
AGAIN... WHAT DO 

SOU SAY P 



/THAT NURSE -UNCLE TEDDY'S \ 
/ GREAT ROMANCE! OF COURSE, \ 
1 I'LL BET HE'LL BE ALL RIGHT J 

V NOW" ALL RIGHT, ALL RIGHT/ 



S I 

















/'ALL RI6HT? WHY I'LL 0ETANO5TOF 
\TH05E EGG ARE BROKEN! 






I THOUGHT IT 
WOULP BE A GOOP 




I PON'T GET IT, TOOTHY— I 5ENP 
FOR EGGS, ANP GET CHICKENS/ 



ANP CHICKEN5 GET 

EGGS, MR. BARNES/ 
YOU'RE ALWAY5 5ENPWG 
THE FARM FOR 
FRE6H EGGS — 
SO... 




^OH, PEAR/ 
SOMETHING 
PREAPFUL IS 
GOING TO 
HAPPEN/ 
I JU5T 
KNOW IT/ 



THEN WHY LET IT? 

IP IT'S GOING TO 

HAPPEN, VOU CAN 




BUT YOU PON'T UNPER- 

STANP/ I WANT THIS 
TO HAPPEN/ 




YOU SEE, AAY 
HUSBANP IS BRING- 
ING HIS BOSS HOME 
TO PINNER ANP THIS 
IS THE FIRST TIME 
I'VE EVER HAP TO 
COOK A AAEAL/ 
I'M SO UPSET I 
CAN'T THINK 
5TRAIGHT/ 



WHY NOT LET 
ME PLAN YOUR 
MEAL? AFTER ALL, 
THIS IS MY BUSINESS 
► I'LL 
SELECT 

FOOP5 

VERY 

EASY TO 

COOK/ 



Qmnn — 

WOULP YOU ? 

THAT WOULP 
BE SIMPLV 
WONPERFUL/ 
I'LL LEAVE IT 
ENTiRELY 
IN YOUR 
V HAN PS/ 
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EVEN LENP 
YOU TOOTHY/ 
HE ISN'T 

VERY BU5Y 

RIGHT NOW, 
ANYHOW/ 






VE5, 5UT I PIPN'T EXPECT SUCH 
PROMPT SERVICE, EVEN INI MY 
OWN STORE/ WHEN! YOU'VE FINISHED 
CLEARING THOSE CANS AWAY, TAKE 
MRS. YOUNG'S GROCERIES OUT TO 
HER CAR. <SO HOME WITH HER ANP 
SEE IP YOU CAN HELP HER OUT/ 




COME THIS WAY, TOOTHY. 
I'LL GET MY CAR ANP 
MEET YOU AT THE CURB. 



OH -ER-30Y/. .-.THOSE H 

MUST BE MY GROCERIES. 
GET IN/ 



1/ THAT'S FUNNY. THAT 
PIPN'T SOUNP LIKE • 
MRS. YOUNG'S VOICE... 
BUT IT MUST 0E/ 





WELL, OF ALL THE NERVE/ 
USING MY CAR AS A 

TAXI/ THEN PEMANPING 
TO 0E LET OUT HERE/ 




{MRS. YOUNG! 
/ YOO-HOO, 

[MRS. YOUNG/ 







FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER, AT 
MRS. VQUNG'S APARTMENT... 



BE CAREFUL, TOOTHY. I 
HAVEN'T FINlSHEP CLEAN- 
ING THIS ROOM. PONT 
TRIP OVER ANYTHING/ 



NO, MA'AM. 
I'M WATCHING 
*WHAT I'M 
DOING/ 






*s 




OH, MY G00PNE5S/ A/VY 
NEIGHBOR'S LITTLE GlRL 
WAS IN HERE. SHE MUST 

HAVE LEPT 
THAT 





NOTHING HAPPENED, MRS. ^\ 

YOUNG/ YOU KEEP ON CLEANING X 
UP I'LL CLEAN UP IN HERE, 

TOO. I-ER- 
I MEAN, I'LL 
MWXfr GET THE 

JWJ THINGS 
OUT TO 
COOK! 




Kjust SET 

OUT THE 
RECIPE 

BOOK ANP 
I'LL GO TO 
WORK, MRS. 
VOUNG. 



HERE'S THE RECI 
AU GRATIN POTATOES 
TOOTHV. OH, IV 
GRATEFUL IP YOU 

COULP COOK 

THEM FOR ME, 

MR. YOUNG 
JUST 

LOVES 

THEM/ 












HUH? APP 
WHIPPED 
CREAM ANP 
STRAWBERRIES, 
MOULP INTO 
LITTLE FORM5 
ANP-:6ULPr 
ALL THIS 
FOR 

? 




jdr LONG LENGTH — 





NOW WHAT IN 
XHE WOKLP PIP 
I PUT IN THAT ? 
I'LL 3ETCHA THE 
ARMY COULP USE 
A CONCOCTION 

LIKE THAT/ 



(5^5 



WHAT??? 
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WHA-WHAT WAS IT, TOOTHY? 
IT SEEMS TO HAVE STOPPEP 
BY NOW. 



YES'M. I'LL TAKE 
A LOOK/ MAYBE I 
PUT TOO MUCH 

IN TMAT 

PISH/ 




OH HH, TOOTHY/ 
THIS IS AWFUL/ 

MY HUSBANP 
WILL BE HOME 

IN HALF AN 

HOUR— AN C? 
LOOK AT 

THIS MUSS/ 



I'M CLEANING IT UP, 
MRS. YOUNG. ANP 
THEN I THINK I'LL 
PHONE MR. BARNES 
AT THE STORE.../ 




AS A RESULT OF HIS TALK WITH 
<5US,THE GROCER, TOOTHY HAS A 
BUSY HALF HOUR,.. 



» 




VOUNG,YOUR WIPE IS A JEWEL/ MV WIFE 
WOULP HAVE BECOME COMPLETELY FLUS- 
TEREP IF I'P BROUGHT HOME MY BOSS <A 
THIRTY YEARS AGO/ YOU'RE A SMART 
MAN TO MARRY SUCH A GIRL/ WEV BETTER 

REWARP r 
YOU WITH I 
A PRO- 




CINDERELLA'S 

SISTER 



SUNNY'S blue eyes were blurred with sand- 
man's dust, but she was still half-awake— 
or, half-asleep, you might say. The green- 
covered book she had been reading was closed 
over the fingers of her right hand, and her 
other hand was curled over the top of her 
golden hair. 

"I wonder," she muttered drowsily, "— 
whatever became of Cinderella's sisters, after 
she married the Prince . . .?" - ' 

Sunny yawned — and even though she was 
now more asleep than awake, she 'remem- 
bered to put her hand over her mouth, the way 
Mommy had taught her to do. Then she wrig- 
gled to a more comfortable position on the 
couch, and before another minute had passed 
she was in dreamland. 

The next thing she knew, somebody was 
shaking her shoulder, none too gently, and a m 
harsh voice was saying to her: 

"Cinderella ! Cinderella ! Get up out of those 
ashes and comb my hair ! And wash your hands 
first r 

Sunny blinked her eyes. Then she opened 
them wide. Then she sat up. And then she 
sneezed. 

"See?" the unpleasant voice said. "That's 
what happens when you sleep in those cinders ! 
They make you sneeze!" 

"So they do, so they do." Sunny sneezed 
again. "But why did you call me Cinderella? 
My name is Sunny." 

"Hmmmf!" sniffed the voice. "It was Cin- 
derella this morning, and it was Cinderella 
this afternoon ; I don't see why it shouldn't be 
Cinderella this evening! Sunny! Sunny in- 
deed!" 

"Not Sunny Indeed," replied Sunny. "Sunny 
Sunbeam." For the first time, she turned her 
head and looked directly at the person with 
whom she had been having this baffling and 
rather unsatisfactory conversation, And then 
Sunny's eyes really opened wide! ' 

Standing over her (and Sunny was startled 
to discover that she was indeed sitting on the 
hearthstones of a great, open fireplace) was a 
tall, thin, angular girl with a pinched, frown- 
ing face. Sunny had never seen a weasel, and 
did not know what one looked like, but for 
some reason the word popped into her head. 

"Ohmigoodness!" she exclaimed. "Who are 
you?" 

"Who am I ?" the other piped. "Who do you / 

suppose I am? I was Lena this morning, and 

I was Lena this afternoon; I dop't Bee any rea- 



son why I shouldn't be Lena this evening!" 
Sunny, understandingly enough, was still 

somewhat confused, so it was perfectly natural 

for her to think that the other girl meant 

"leaner" when she said "Lena." 

"Gracious!" cried Sunny. "If you keep on 

getting leaner, you'll soon be no wider than a 

shadow!" 
"That's enough of that, you little snipe!" 

Lena snapped. "Now get up and help me pretty 

myself for the Ball!" 

Sunny, as a rule, was not in the habit of en- 
tertaining unkind thoughts about anyone, but 
she could not help thinking that it might be 
rather difficult for Lena to "pretty" herself. 
A more important and personal problem im- 
mediately occupied her mind, however, for, 
looking down at herself, she saw that she was 
wearing a plain, somewhat threadbare, grey 
dress, ragged at hemline and sleeves, and cov- 
ered by a thin dust of ashes; on her feet, in- 
stead of her usual slippers, were wooden shoes, 
something like the kind worn by Dutch chil- 
dren. 

"Goodness!" she said to herself. "Somehow 
or other, it seems that I've become Cinderella 
— or Cinderella's turned into me!" 

Sunny generally tried to do everything she 
was supposed to do, so, accepting the fact that 
she was now Cinderella (or the other way 
around), she went right to work doing Cin- 
derella's chores. 

First, she briskly brushed off most of the ash 
dust. Then she washed her hands and face in 
a big wooden bucket that stood on a bench 
outside the house, just under one of the kit- 
chen windows. Finally, she went to Lena's 
bedroom and started to comb Lena's hair. 

"Lena," she asked, after awhile, "— where's 
your other sister?" 

"I don't know what's the matter with you 
today, Cinderella!" Lena declared impatiently. 
"You know very well that Tena got married 
right after the last Ball and hasn't been home 
since!" 

"Tena?" Sunny repeated, slowly, thinking 
about it. "Got married? But — I thought Cin- 
derella got married?" 

"The first Cinderella, I suppose you mean?" 
Lena said. "She got married after the Ball the 
year before." 

"The first Cinderella?" Sunny asked, more 
bewildered than ever now. "There was more 
than one?" 

"Of course! What makes you so dull, Cin- 
derella? We got so used to having a good serv- 
ant around the house that we got another girl 
to replace Cinderella when that little snip 
went off and married her Prince. You are the 
sixth or seventh Cinderella we've had since 
then." 

"I see !" nodded Sunny, working away busily 
with the hairbrush. "And you call every on* 
of us Cinderella?", 



"It's easy to remember that way," Lena told 
her. "What's the sense of learning new names 

all the time?" 

"None, I suppose," Sunny said, agreeably. 
"What became of all the Cinderellas between 

the first one and me?" if 

"They all got married, one after the other, 
replied Lena; and suddenly, there was a little 
break in her voice. "Every single one got mar- 
ried. Everybody gets married! Even my fat 
sister Tena got married." Her voice rose and 
became a heartrending wail: "Everybody gets 

married except M£!" 

And with that, Lena burst into tears. 

For a moment, so unexpected was this de- 
velopment. Sunny did not know what to do. 
Then, quickly sympathetic, she put down the 
hairbrush and slipped an arm around Lena s 
thin, shaking shoulders. 

"Don't cry, Lena," she said gently. Lots of 
people don't get married. Look at me, for in- 
stance — I'm not married." 

"That's a silly thing to say!" cried Lena. 
"You're only a child — but I'm a full-grown 
woman! And there must be something wrong 
with me, if everybody else can get married and 

I can't!" 

"I don't think there's anything wrong with 
you, Lena," Sunny said. "Though I do imagine 
that people would like you better if you spoke 
more pleasantly to them. But, tell me, don't 
yoti have a fairy godmother, like Cinderella 
did? — that's the first Cinderella, of course." 

"No, I don't have a fairy godmother," Lena 
wailed. '7 don't have anybody to turn pump- 
kins into coaches, mice into horses, and frogs 

into footmen!" 

"Lena, dear," Sunny soothed, "— nobody 
needs a fancy coach, or pranong horses, or 
drcssed-up footmen to make people like them. 
All you need is to be nice yourself. That's 
what Mommy always told me, and I'know it's 

true -" 

"Just being nice isn't enough ! argued Lena, 

sniffling violently. "You have to be pretty — 

and witty — and a good dancer — and dressed 

in the latest style . . .!" 

"Was your sister Tena pretty and witty, and 
a good dancer, and dressed in the latest style?" 
Sunny asked. 

-Who — her?" squeaked. Lena, forgetting 
her tears for a moment. "I should say not! She 
was fat. and stupid, and she didn't know one 
foot from the other! And as for style, well! — 
a scarecrow dressed better than she did!" 

"That's not a very nice way to talk about 
your sister, Lena," Sunny said. "But — if Tena 
was so unattractive as you say, how is it that 
anybody liked her well enough to marry her?" 

"Wellll, Tena was always a good listener" 
Lena admitted, "— and although she bleated 
like a sheep when she did talk, she had a fairly 
nice singing voice. And she was a good cook, 

too • • • 



"You see. Lena?" And Sunny smiled. 
"Everybody has something nice about them, if 
you only look for it. Take yourself, for in- 
stance: you have very beautiful hair." 

"I do?" Surprise and wonderment blended 
in Lena's voice — and the harshness was quite 
gone out of her tone. 

"You really do. Lena. I know — because I've 
been brushing it and combing it, and feeling 
its softness in my fingers. It's very fine hair, 
but it's strong; it has a beautiful color and it 
curls easily. And it smells fresh and sweet." 

"I do wash it regularly." Lena said, and now 
she sounded pleased. "But hair is only hair, 
after all. Nobody would marry me just because 
I have nice hair." 

"You never can tell why people marry each 
other." Sunny stated (and she didn't know at 
all why people did). "But I just know there 
must be something else about you that some- 
one would like. Look at those lovely pictures 
on the wall, now; I think they're very nice, and 
pretty — so that shows you have good taste, 
anyway." 

"Those pictures?" Lena sounded surprised. 
"Why. I painted them." 

"You did?" Sunny cried. "That's even bet- 
ter!" 

There was a small moment of silence after 
that, then Lena said thoughtfully: 

"You know what, Cinderella the Sixth? — 
or Seventh — whichever you are. You make 
me feel very good somehow. I think I might 
really enjoy myself at the Ball tonight!" 

"Goodie!" exclaimed Sunny. "Now, let me 
finish your hair, and then you can put on^your , 
prettiest dress and get started." 

The minutes flew, and then the hours, and 
shortly after midnight, Lena was rushing back 
in the front door, her face radiant with smiling 
happiness. Sunny, who had gone to sleep on 
the rag rug in front of the hearth, instead of in 
the ashes on the hearth itself, raised herself 
on one elbow, and greeted the returning girl. 

"Did you have a nice time, Lena?" 

"The best of my whole life, Sunnyclla!" 
Lena cried. "I met the most wonderful Prince 
— and he loves me — and we're going to be 
married! Oh, I'm so happy!" 

And ^ena ran swiftly across the room, bent 
down, and kissed Sunny hard on the cheek. 

"It's time to get up, dear! You have to get 
into your pajamas and go to bed properly." 

"What? What did you say?" Sunny asked, 
blinking her eyes. 

"I said it's bedtime, darling. You don't want 
to sleep on the couch all night, do you, 
Sunny?" 

It wasn't Lena; it was Mommy. And Sunny 
was back in her own home again — but now 
she knew what had happened to Cinderella's 
\sisters. 

THE END. - 





BUT, MOMMY! GINGER'S ONLY A 
£/riX£#OG-5HE'S NOT TRAINED 

ALU THE WAY YET! ANO LOOK 
HOW SORRY SHE LSI 





LOOK WHAT GINGER OlD TO MY M 
NEW CUSHION! 5AAA, WE SIMPLY / 
MUST GET RID 'OF HER! v ™ 
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/ DADDY, 
A PLEASE... 



I 



,,i 



[ 'mm \ 



-•& 



NOW, NOW. SUNNY i DON'T 

CRY. SWEETHEART... I THINK 

WE CAN KEEP GINGER! 
ALU I HAVE TO 00 IS 8UY 
MOMMY A NEW CUSHION) 
...HOW ABOUT IT, DEAR? 
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well... all Right, but 
she destroys .so many 
things, sam! 





But, that evening. .. | 



GOOD GRACIOUS! 

5 HAPPENING ? 



I WHAT' 




\ 





A MINUTE LATER, A CAR 
5LAM5 A MOTOR ROARS, AND 
GiNGSR GOES INTO EXILE. t . 






T\\>0 PAYS PASS, THEN... 



5AM, I'M WORRIED ABOUT 

5UNNY. SVEQ SINCE &NGER" 

LEPT; SHE'S BEEN MOPING. 

ANO 5HE ISN'T EATING 
RIGHT, EITHER. 
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MAYBE THIS WASN'T SUCH 
A GOOD WAV TO MAKE SUNNY 
FORGET ABOUT HER DOG, SA/V\....' 







r r\ RED, ^ 

SUNNY? 

If 


V/^ A LITTLE, ^ 

4 MOMMY. I y 
,> THINK THE *K 
RIDING MAKES ) 

, me sleepy. J 

y i 
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P ^W^A 



f WE SHOULO HAVE TAKEN ANOTHER 

[ ROAD ! BUT IT'S TOO LATE NOW. THERE'S 

\N0 TURN-OFF UNTIL WE PASS 
















A LITTLE LATER, IN 
BUNNY'S HOME... 




THE KID AND HEJ? 


) WE ™ 


MOTHER ARE ^ 


/ CAN'T— 


COMIN' IN— WE N 


i THE GUY 


BETTER DUCK 


15 TAKiN' 


OUT THE SACK j 


'the CAR 


< DOOR! T M, 


BACK 


[ ^^^ ^^^^^^ A 


l THERE.,.! 
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YOU'D BETTER LET ME GO, 
MISTER BURGLAR- GINGER 
DOESN'T LIKE ANYBODY TO 
TOUCH ME... J 




DON'T BE AFRAID 
OF A LITTLE MUTT 
LIKE THAT, BUTCH. 
GIVE HIM A BOOT 
AN 1 LET'S GET 
GOIN'.,.! 



wait! 
LISTEN! 




EXCUSE ME, F0LK5, BUT 
BLOSSOM'S PET FARM ASKED 
ME TO CHASE A RUNAWAY 

DOG. HE CAME IN HERE — 

HSVi 



'6 



mm 



YOU GOT 

GOOD EARS, 

BUTCH . . . J 

PUT 'EM 

UP, COPPER! 



7. 



THIS HAS GONE 
FAR ENOUGH...! 
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HOW FAR INTO 
THE WOOOS COULD 
I CHASE A LITTLE 
DOG LIKE 
YOU? , 



i 



EXACTLY HALF WAY ANO 
.THEN YOU START CHASING 
ME 04/r OF 

THE WOODS 1 . 



'Xk 



OUR ALPHABET? 



i 301 

do 3iaoiw 

3H1NI 
SAVM1V SJJ 
3SnV038 ,'0, 
331131 3H1 




ifSTHE COLDEST LETTER IN T^tfS? 



8RR. 




1 id - 
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%i 



.^ 



_-^T 



•^M^t 
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V-.' 



.»o*\ 
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START 
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.'HAT CAN GO AROUND A HOUSE 
ANO LEAVE BUT ONE TRACK? 

ANSWER-" t'MO&&V8793MM P 
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HOUSE 



m. 
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as 
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HOUSE 
s B'-< 




A FARMER 0UILTA NEW 



START 



house for himself and then 

built another house for his son, 

on the other side of the river! he 

put a furnace in his house x ano 

he wants to get heat in the other 

house/b; without running pipes over 
the rive^. through the river. or. 

UNDER THE RIVER! HOW CAN HE DO iff 

AN S WER i ■ i 



if 



N 



¥* 



HERE'S A MAZE THAT WILL PROBABLY GIVE 

YOU A LITTLE TROUBLE! GET YOUR VERY BEST 

PENCIL, AND STARTING AT EITHER SIDE WHERE 

IT SAYS *START^, PROCEED FROM BOX TO 

BOX, UNTIL YOU FINALLY UNTANGLE THE HARD 

PATH TO HOMEi 
DO NOT CROSS ANY BLACK LINES, 8UT, GO 
THROUGH THE UTTLE,OPEN GATES! 



UNDERSTAND VOL) N 
HAVE A NEW BABY, J 
WHAT'S HER NAME? S 
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(WHAT'STHE LONGESt) 
\ WORD IN THE ~S 

' WORLD? 



SMILED BECAUSE THERE'S 

A MILE BETWEEN EACH 

LETTER N S' ! 





DUNNO... 

I cant 

UNDERSTAND, 
A WORD 
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WINNING PRIZES 
5 EASIER WHEN YOU 
EAT LOTS OF 

SUNBEAM I 




Ask your mom to serve lots 
of sunbeam bread, kids! you 

can't be first jn class unless 
you're healthy and peppy/ 



YOU KIDS CAN PLAY A WHOLE GAME OF 
BASEBALL ON THE PEP YOU GET FROM A 

SUNBEAM SANDplfHJ, 





c^^5^^:r 



CHECK YOUR P«P CHART 

GIVE YOURSELF 20 POINTS FOR EACH "YES' 

ANSWER. 
DID YOU HAVE" YES NO 

...AT LEAST 8 SUCE5 
OF SUNBEAM TOAST 
FOR BREAKFAST? 



... AT LEAST ONE 
SUNBEAM SANDWICH 

AT LUNCH? * 



...A SUNBEAM 
AFTERNOON PBP-UP 
SNACK f 

...AT LEAST 2 
SLICES OF SUNBEAM 
AT DINNER? 

...A SUNBEAM 
BEDTIME SNACK? 



TO REALLY BE ON THE BEAM, YOU KIDS 
SHOULD RATE 100 POINTS ON YOUR PEP-UP 
CHART.' YOU GET 100 POINTS BY EATING 
SUNBEAM S TIMES A DAY FOR ENEPGY! 




